readers would like to know my views on all sorts of things,
so I gave them, freely. One day a feature writer discovered
Pam at Roedean and asked her to give an interview on her
mother. Pam was no more reluctant to do this than any
normal schoolgirl would be. She gave the journalist a good

story__about how her mother really disliked her work and

would prefer to stay at home and live a quiet, retired life
away from the stage, of which she was tired.

The paper printed it. It was rather awful. It took some
living down and it took some explaining to make my
daughter realize that publicity can be a two-edged sword and
needs careful handling.

Meanwhile the bills and the dunning letters mounted.
I had put some of my affairs into the hands of Fanny
Holtzmann, the lawyer in New York to whom Noel Coward
and Clifton Webb had recommended me. Fanny under-
stood the theatre and its people, She had helped me out of
some difficulties when I was playing Private Lives in New
York. But now she was in America, I thought, she'll be
coming to London soon. She comes over often. I'll get
hold of her then and get her to help me out of the muddle
of my tax complications and bills.

That autumn Charles Cochran put on a play called
Nymph Errant which was made from the novel of the same
name by James Laver. It was the story of an English school-
girl on her way home from school in Switzerland who met
a Frenchman and set out with him on a series of adventures.
These carried her ultimately into the most fantastic places.
Incredibly, she came back at the end still wide-eyed, and
quite unaware of what she had seen and escaped from. One
of the amazing things about this story was that it was the
work of a quiet, middle-aged scholar, who was head curator
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